
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Alice Corbin 



No mouths to feed or coat to mend, 

And none to call till the last long end. 

Though one have sons and friends of one's own, 

It's better at last to live alone. 

For a man must think of food to buy, 

And a woman's thoughts may be wild and high ; 

But when she is young she must curb her pride, 

And her heart is tamed for the child at her side. 

But when she is old her thoughts may go 

Wherever they will, and none to know. 

And night is the time to think and dream, 

And not to get up with the dawn's first gleam; 

Night is the time to laugh or weep, 

And when dawn comes it is time to sleep . . . 

When it's all over and there's none to care, 
I mean to be like her and take my share 
Of comfort when the long day's done, 
And smoke away the nights, and see the sun 
Far off, a shrivelled orange in a sky gone black, 
Through eyes that open inward and look back. 



ON THE ACEQUIA MADRE 

Death has come to visit us today, 
He is such a distinguished visitor 
Everyone is overcome by his presence — 
"Will you not sit down — take a chair?" 



[195] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But Death stands in the doorway, waiting to depart ; 

He lingers like a breath in the curtains. 

The whole neighborhood comes to do him honor, 

Women in black shawls and men in black sombreros 

Sitting motionless against white-washed walls; 

And the old man with the grey stubby beard 

To whom death came, 

Is stunned into silence. 

Death is such a distinguished visitor, 

Making even old flesh important. 

But who now, I wonder, will take the old horse to pasture? 



EL RITO DE SANTE FE 

This valley is not ours, nor these mountains, 

Nor the names we give them — they belong, 

They, and this sweep of sun-washed air, 

Desert and hill and crumbling earth, 

To those who have lain here long years 

And felt the soak of the sun 

Through the red sand and crumbling rock, 

Till even their bones were part of the sun-steeped valley; 

How many years we know not, nor what names 

They gave to antelope, wolf, or bison, 

To prairie dog or coyote, 

To this hill where we stand, 

Or the moon over your shoulder . . . 

[196] 



